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‘Cor! Blimey! That...what's ‘er 
name. Fiona? Bloody ‘Ell. Those 
shorts. You'd think there'd be a law 
against that sort of thing.’ 

The speaker is George Pinder, in 
a corner of the saloon bar of the 
‘Dog & Duck’. There are three pints 
of Old Strangeways bitter on the 
dampish top of the table, and three 
empty glasses. George and his two 
companions are members of Net- 
tlecombe Cricket Club. It is Saturday 
evening and earlier, this afternoon, 
they have been in contest with rivals 
from the other side of the county, 
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Dalworthy: Conversation at this time 
would normally be centred on the 
match, the iniquities of the umpires, 
etc. but such matters have not got 
a mention. Arnold Spinks, one of the 
other two, shakes his head ruefully in 
recognition of the vision George has 
conjured up. 

‘Ow does she get into ‘em?’ he 
marvels. ‘Jesus. They scarcely 
covered ‘er bum. And what a bum, 
eh?’ 

The subject of this spirited conver- 
sation is indeed called Fiona. Fiona 
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Stansley. She had appeared from 
nowhere shortly before commence- 
ment of the afternoon's action. Or 
rather appeared out of the splendid 
motor, a vintage MG in pristine con- 
dition, of young Simon Dalford. 
Simon Dalford is the son and heir of 
the Honourable Austin Dalford of the 
big house, Dalford Hall. Because of 
this and not because of any ability at 
the game — in fact he is singularly 
lacking in ability — young Simon ts cap- 
tain of the team. On any other Satur- 
day his personal performance and 
captaincy in the match would be a 


finished up in white high heels. 
Such an outfit has never before 
been seen in this quiet little back- 
water that is Nettlecombe. And cer- 
tainly not on something like this Fiona 
who is stunningly.blonde with bold 
blue eyes and a pertly pretty face and 
who also, in addition to the legs and 
bum, has tits as well. Nice-sized, gent- 
ly jiggling ones in a thin, sleeveless, 
blue blouse that have the observer 
wondering if perhaps they are not 
constrained by a brassiere, Yes, this 
Fiona Stanley has certainly created a 
stir. Especially when between innings 


proper subject for discussion at this 
moment. But today there was this 
Fiona. 

Getting out of that little sports car 
with a show of legs that went right 
up to her bum. Or as it was a front 
view, right up to something else. 
Which the astonished and astounded 
male eye could, with only a minimum 
of imagination, see right there, at that 
rounded bulge where those briefest 
of brief shorts stopped. Long, tan- 
ned, thighs, that you could imagine 
sinking your teeth into, and knees, 
and below lacy white knee-socks that 


she paraded round the boundary car- 
rying a box in aid of the church 
restoration fund. Several aged spec- 
tators (male) thinking to doze off in 
the sun, almost had apoplexy. Those 
legs! Those shorts! Can there con- 
ceivably be room for even the skim- 
piest of knickers under that skin-tight, 
ultra-abbreviated garment? 

‘I'd give a bob or two for a chance 
of getting those shorts off ‘er,’ opines 
Stanley Ringer, the third member of 
the trio. ‘Wouldn't | just.’ 

There are no dissenters from this: 
but such sentiments can only be as 


dreams for the likes of George and 
Arnold and Stanley. Honest village 
stalwarts, they can have no possible 
hope of something as exotic as this 
Fiona. They try not to think of young 
Simon Dalford. Hopeless bat and 
hopelessly innocuous bowler he may 
be, but he is at this moment no doubt 
enjoying that Fiona to the full. Up her 
like a ferret in a rabbit hole, as 
George mournfully portrays it to 
himself. There is the half thought that 
Simon might be incapable, might not 
be man enough to ‘get it up.’ But that 


thought cannot be sustained: anyone 
could get it up for something like that 
Fiona. 

Arnold goes to order another 
round of Old Strangeways. Old 
Strangeways, if a man’s stomach is 
strong enough to take it, can, after 
three or four pints, have a way with 
dreams. Transform them, give them 
the gloss of reality. 

But it is not Old Strangeways 
tomorrow. Mid-morning, a bright July 
day, and George would certainly not 
touch a drop before lunchtime at the 


earliest. He is taking a stroll, along the 
footpath towards the neighbouring 
village of Bartley Underhill, and there 
is suddenly this vision. A vision, a 
dream, some 50 yards distant. But as 
he approaches it is not a dream. It 
is flesh and blood. And those 
lasciviously brief shorts. And long, 
long legs in white knee-socks and high- 
heeled shoes... 

‘Hello,’ she says as, stunned, he ap- 
proaches. ‘You were in the team. 
Yesterday. That boring cricket match. 
With Simon.’ 
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She has come out for a walk, she 
says, because she was bored. George 
omits to ask why she has chosen to 
wear the high-heeled shoes, which 
are even less suitable for walking in 
the country than for attending cricket 
matches. But George doesn't ask, he 
is too busy devouring her with his 
eyes, 

She laughs. ‘You're staring. At my 
shorts. Do you like them?’ 

George indicates an affirmative. 
Somehow he can't find many words. 
‘This place is boring,’ she says. ‘And 


Simon's boring too.’ She gives 
George a sudden look, as if she has 
thought of something. The blue eyes 
seem to light up. She says, ‘Have you 
ever spanked a girl?’ 

George cannot believe this. He 
hasn't somehow had a few pints of 
Old Strangeways for breakfast, has 
he? The girl, Fiona, is going on, ina 
more excited manner. 

‘This girl | know, she was spanked 
by a man. An older man, like you | 
suppose. She owed him some 
money. And he just grabbed hold of 
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her and spanked her bottom. Took 
her knicks down and really laid into 
her.’ She grins. ‘She said it was out 
of this world.’ 

No, George cannot believe this. 
The girl has come close. He can smell 
some sort of heady perfume. 

‘Is anyone going to come along 
here?’ she asks. 

George doesn't know. His head is 
swimming. 

‘Over there,’ she says. ‘That field. 


In that long grass. | could really fancy Be 


it in that long grass.’ 


pointment. Well, he had apologised. 


“We can say 3 o’clock then, if you wish. No, not 
at all. She will be ready for you.’ 

The house was in the Rue du Gare, on the south side 
of the river. A smart but discreet district. A gentleman 


could walk, a little pleasant exercise on this mild after- 
noon. He didn’t need to be climbing furtively out of 
taxis, scared of being seen here. A maid, neat in a shiny 
black dress, opened the door in response to his ring. 
She was in her 20s, a good-looking blonde. Could she 
perhaps...? No, perhaps not. He recalled his friend say- 
ing that Madame Lamartre kept things strictly apart. 
A maid was a maid. And a little 
plaything...was...something else. 

The girl took his coat, smiling. He was expected. 
Would he like a glass of wine? No? In that case 
Madame would see him afterwards. He could go up. 


“Nineteen,’ said Madame Lamartre. ‘What? No, cer- 
tainly not.’ She examined perfect crimson fingernails 
as the voice over the telephone continued, more 

’ apologetic now. Hearing him out and then, crisply, in 
her only slightly accented English, ‘Well, I cannot 
speak for other establishments, Mr Spencer,’ but we 
do not play with any of that business here. If I say 19 
that is what she is.’ 

More apologies came over the line. As well they 
might. Madame Lamartre was not short of clients, she 
didn’t need this particular Englishman. Whereas quite 
probably he did need her. If he wanted...she allowed 
herself to be mollified. English gentlemen could be 
charming, flattering even, or some of them at least. 
And this Mr Spencer was now very keen for an ap- 
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The young lady was waiting. Room 14; it was on the 
- first floor. She gave a little curtsey. 

The hall and stairway were softly lit, a mellow 
yellow light bathing dark polished wood and rich fur- 
nishings. Deep carpeting muffledany sound as he mov- 
ed along the hall and up the stairs. Another flight of 
stairs continued up. How many rooms were there? And 
how many...? But Number 14 would be along here. 

Yes. His heart-beat had accelerated and it was not 
primarily due to the stairs. He straightened his tie: an 
automatic gesture. Nervousness. Excitement. A soft 
little knock. He entered. . 

The room was a sharp contrast to the senous richness 
outside. The floor was barely carpeted, the furnishings 
only a simple, functional bed and dresser. On one wall 
was an ugly arrangement of heating pipes. His eyes 
took all this in but it was of course the girl he was look- 
ing at. Sitting on the bed. She had a palely pretty face 
with large, dark eyes and curling black hair. She stood 


up, with a little smile. She was in a simple dark blue 
dress. : : 

He spoke, in English, and she answered. More of 
an accent than Madame Lamartre on the phone but ade- 
quate. It wasn’t essential, of course, she could be 
taught, but it was clearly much better if she spoke it 
already. If he was going to take her...He took her chin 
in his hand, raising her face. A few questions, the 
answers delivered pertly, long lashes fluttering on those 
large black eyes. His hand came down and rubbed 
across the front of her dress. There appeared to be 
nothing under the thin material. Her breasts weren’t 
large but they were firm and high, thrusting out cone- 


shaped. His hand squeezed them. Then he turned her, 
‘ and felt her bottom. There were knickers underneath, 
over the slimly rounded flanks. 

He spoke again. Obediently she unfastened the but- 
tons down the front of the dress. Slid it down and step- 
ped out of it. It went on the bed, and she stood with 
thin arms at her sides. Flat-heeled shoes and a pair of 
brief, dark blue knickers. That was all. An almost 
boyish figure except for the firm, pointy breasts which 
looked bigger now against the slimness of her. The nip- 
ples were half erect. His hand came out again and took 
hold of one; toying. 

He let go and stepped back. And showed her. Tak- 
ing the broad, two-tongued leather strap from where 
it had been bulging the pocket of his blazer. Holding 
it out. Telling her. The big black eyes were even big- 
ger as they focussed on the strap, her pale face now 

with a pinkish tinge. But she nodded. Well, French 
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girls — indeed continental girls in general — were 
usually used to the strap; they frequently got it at home. 
That was partly why an experienced gentleman found 
them so attractive, why he came here to Paris if he 
needed a certain addition to his household. 

‘I shall need to see,’ he said. ‘Ishall need to try you 
out. Here.’ 

The long lashes fluttered like moths at a flame. The 
red mouth came open and then closed. She nodded 
again. 

He told her to take off the shoes. And stand against 
the wall. Facing out with her arms raised. Stretching 
them as high as she could, standing on tip-toe. Arching 
her back. 

She did it. The big eyes said she thought he was go- 
ing to lash the strap in across her front: the tautened 


thighs, or her stretched belly, or the tight, thrust-out 
tits. But he didn’t. Instead it was his hand. Toying with 
the thrust tits. And then sliding down, to the tight vee 
of the knickers. Feeling her heat. Rubbing his fingers 
into It. 

When he did use the strap it was on her bottom. Tur- 
ning her, with her arms still stretched. A couple on 
the seat of the brief pants and then sliding them down. 
Cupping her bare belly, and groin, in one hand and 
with the other lashing the stiff leather into the boyish 
cheeks. As hard as he could. She groaned, but did not 
cry out. 

“Yes, I like her very much,’ he told Madame Lamar- 
tre half an hour later, apparently unconcerned that a 
bargain had not yet been struck, or a price agreed. 


Madame Lamartre smiled. Some persons would sieze 
on such an opportunity to demand something 
outrageous. How fortunate for him Helene Lamartre 
was a lady. 

‘I'd like to take her now,’ he said. ‘I’m sailing 
tomorrow. As for tonight; I’m sure the management 
at the Majestic can turn a blind eye.’ 

Madame Lamartre smiled again. ‘Like your Lord 
Nelson, as you say.’ 
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he college buildings were quiet 

now that most of the students had 

left for the summer holidays. In 
the near-silence the old timbers creaked 
softly in the heat while a few birds could 
be heard singing in the tall trees lining 
the river bank. Emma Jackson was relax- 
ing on a sun-lounger by the side of the 
long lawn where in term-time only the 
lecturers and tutors walked. A tall, 
healthy-looking girl, pretty as a picture 
in her short sun-dress. 

Emma also went to college where she 
was studying for her first degree, but that 
was a long way away. A red-brick col- 
lege in the smoke and grime of the West 
Midlands. For the summer she had come 
to stay with her uncle, the Bursar of 
Moordale Agricultural College further 
north in the clean fresh atmosphere of the 
country. Penniless as always, Emma had 
been looking for a holiday job and her 
Uncle John had actually proposed the ar- 
rangement himself. ‘Needs-some pocket 
money, does she?’ he had asked her 
mother. ‘Then let her come up to Moor- 
dale for the summer. Plenty for her to 
do around the college.” At first, Emma 
had been delighted at the prospect of ear- 
ning some real money, together with the 
freedom of the whole summer away from 
the parental home; and the promise of 
long summer days when she could 
flounce around the town enticing the 
young males of Moordale. 

All that was just over two weeks ago. 
Her opinions of Moordale and of her un- 
cle had changed somewhat. Now Emma 
wished she could go home. A few days 
ago she had found a payphone in one of 
the college’s corridors and had phoned 
home to her mother while Uncle John 
had been out in the town. ‘No Emma. 
You made a commitment to your Uncle 
and you're going to stay,’ had been the 
firm response. ‘In any case, Uncle John 
tells me you're not pulling your weight. 
I've told him to deal with you.’ 

In fact Uncle John had already dealt 
with this errant young niece. She tried 
to plead with her mother but the money 
ran out. ‘Just behave yourself,’ were her 
mother’s parting words of advice. It was 
a tall order for young Emma, so used to 
absolute freedom. It was very difficult 
being told what to do; having to obey her 
uncle. It wasn’t working out too well 
from her point of view. One week into 
her stay at Moordale, Uncle John had 
decided on some firmer action than a 
mere verbal reprimand. It had all been 
quite awful. 

A shadow fell across the corner of the 
lawn where she was lying. Emma look- 
ed up and then scampered to her feet as 
she saw her uncle standing above her, his 
hands on his hips. ‘I want you over by 
the garage. Now.’ He pointed. She tugg- 
ed quickly at the hem of her short dress 
and then ran ahead of him, across the 
lawn and the patio, down the steps and 
along the path which circled the long 
lawn. Her uncle pointed to the garage 
16 
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and to the old motor mower awaiting her 
attention. “You were using this yester- 
day, weren't you?’ She nodded. ‘But you 
didn’t put it away afterwards, did you?’ 
Emma bit her lip and looked down at her 
trim little ankle-socks, shaking her head 
slowly. ‘And it rained last night, didn’t 
it?’ She raised her head slowly and look- 
ed at him, attempting to smile at him, 
sweetly, innocently. ‘You left it out 
despite my instructions.’ Her uncle per- 
sisted. “‘Didn’t you?’ He waited for her 
reply. ‘Yes uncle,’ she admitted, quiet- 
ly. ‘Yes. I must have forgotten about it.’ 

The Bursar drew his garden seat closer 
to the garage doors and sat down, retriev- 
ing his newspaper from the grass. “Then 
you'd just better get it working, young 
lady, or else.” He opened his paper, 
browsing through the home and foreign 
news and then the financial columns, 
Without bothering to look up, he spoke 
again. ‘Yet again, your carelessness is 
causing problems, Emma. However, this 
is the very last time your flippant attitude 
to your work will be overlooked. Now 
get things started...’ 

Poor Emma was becoming hot and 
ever more flustered. She could feel her 
skin glowing bright, damp under her 
dress as she attempted to coax the old 
petrol-mower into life. She was a strong 
girl; her tennis training had given her 
strength enough in her arms and thighs; 
but despite her exertions the old machine 
flatly refused to be coaxed into life. “I’m 
sorry Uncle.’ She stood before him, her 
long softly sun-tanned legs and thighs 
glowing in the warm sunshine. 

She threw her arms wide in a gesture 
of hopelessness and as she moved her lit- 
tle dress slipped even higher. Her uncle 
lowered his newspaper and watched her 
for a moment. ‘You know what I said to 
you last time, Emma. I'll give you five 
more minutes, and that’s all.” The girl 
prayed. She whispered to the rusty old 
machine. When she thought her uncle 
wasn’t watching she kicked it and stubb- 
ed her toe. She was almost in tears with 
frustration when her uncle finally fold- 
ed his paper. ‘Right. That’s it. Up to 
your room.” The tears came. Emma 
scampered away, into the old buildings 
and up the creaky smelly old staircase. 
Yes. She knew what to do. How she 
hated her Uncle John now, after the last 
awful episode. 

In retrospect, Emma had to admit that 
she had deserved it; cheeking her uncle 
like that. And he had told her quite clear- 
ly to be back by eleven. Emma had final- 
ly turned up at the college at gone mid- 
night. Her uncle had been very annoyed. 
He had escorted her through the dark 
empty corridors to her bedroom, where 
he had waited while she had got undress- 
ed. And then he had dealt with her in a 
way that had made her cheeks burn with 
embarrassment. 

She had stood in front of him in her 
short flimsy nightie, the pink one laced 
with white. He had sat down on the edge 
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of her bed, his arms folded. Emma had 
expected a lecture. Imagined that she 
would just have to stand there, demure- 
ly, while he told her off. But instead, he 
had reached out to clutch her arm. Sud- 
denly she found herself being lifted bodi- 
ly across his knees until she was lying 
face-down, her long legs and bare feet 
stretched out along the length of the bed 
and her bottom and thighs so rudely 
elevated over his lap. Her nightie was so 
short she knew her bottom was bared, 
but he had rucked it up still further, right 
up her back. Now her bottom curves felt 
so terribly vulnerable, so very big and 
round and naked. 

She had tried to wriggle away from his 
grasp, but he was too strong for her. She 
could feel the palm of his big hand flat- 
tened across the small of her back. ‘Lit- 
tle girls who stay out late when they have 
been told to be home at a certain time are 
punished.’ The man spoke his words 
carefully and quietly. Emma suddenly 
felt her uncle’s other hand as it smacked 
across her upturned bottom causing the 
flesh to wobble. ‘I’m going to smack 
your bottom, young lady. Until you 
realise that here you must behave 
yourself.’ He had been as good as his 
word. He smacked her bottom firmly, 
soundly and at length while she squeal- 
ed and yelledand sobbed her apologies. 

She could feel her poor bottom burning, 
getting hotter, stinging more and more 
as he kept on smacking it, until she 
thought he would never stop. 

After he had smacked her, he told her 
to kneel up on her bed. “Come on. Kneel 
.up,’ he had ordered. ‘And keep your 
back straight unless you want another 
dose.’ And he had taken hold of her lit- 
tle nightie and had pinned it up so that 
her punished bottom was still quite visi- 
ble. ‘Keep still.” He had stood there in 
front of her, staring at her. ‘If I have 
cause to punish you again, I shall expect 
to find you prepared like this,’ he had 
warned her. ‘That means kneeling on 
your bed with your bottom totally expos- 
ed, ready for its punishment.’ She had 
been shaking with anger and with embar- 
rassment when he had left her room that 
night. She slipped quickly under the 
cooling cotton sheets. The smacking had 
been just awful. Not just the seemingly | 
endless stinging smacks of her uncle’s 
big hard hand, but the dreadful sicken- 
ing embarrassment of the whole episode. 
“How dare he do that to me. Treat me 
like a child,’ she had muttered to herself 
indignantly. But she felt tamed, that night 
as she lay there in the darkness; and 
despite her indignation she had found 
herself treading very carefully in her un- 
cle’s presence the following morning. 

He had chosen a pleasant room for her 
summer sojourn. The windows overlook- 
ed the terraced gardens and the afternoon 
sun gently lit the room with a warming 
light. She closed the door behind her and 
almost immediately thought about lock- 
ing herself in; or her uncle out. But the 
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bolt on the door obviously hadn’t work- 
ed for years. She sat down on the edge 
of her bed and stared out of the window, 
in despair. She realised now that there 
could be no escape for her. No running 
home to mother. No hiding from her un- 
cle. Just a good hiding she thought, 
refusing to smile at the unintended pun. 
In her uncle’s eyes she was, quite simp- 
ly, a naughty little girl. A badly-behaved 
young lady of nineteen years. Silently she 
echoed her uncle’s promise. ‘I don’t care 
how old you are, young lady,’ he had 
told her. 

Her attention wandered for a moment 
but then came to rest on the bedside 
table. She was reminded of another belit- 
tling aspect of her uncle’s punishment. 
Several clothes pegs, gleaned perhaps 
from the College laundry room. Her un- 
cle had placed them on the table itself, 
describing quite clearly how he wished 
them to be used. As she remembered his 
words again she felt the blush of her 
flushed cheeks creep down over her neck 
and shoulders. Her firm breasts felt very 
firm and prickly. With a quiet sigh of 
resignation she lifted the brief hem of her 
little summer dress and raised it, peel- 
ing it right up until she could secure it 
back and front with the pegs. “Right up,” 
he had warned her. ‘So that your bottom 
is totally uncovered.’ She struggled to fix 
the pegs behind her back and knelt up on 
the bed so that she could see what she 
was doing in the mirror. The reflection 
really didn’t help very much. Finally, her 
arms aching from the exertion, she suc- 
ceeded, the little dress pulled up high un- 
til her knickers were on display. She had 
already realised just how silly her choice 
of knickers would seem to her uncle. So 
very brief. Just a wisp or two of taut 
nylon to cover all those essentially girlish 
parts; just about everything else blatent- 
ly exposed for her uncle to attend to. She 
thought about changing into a more 
modest pair but perhaps there wouldn’t 
be time. Perhaps her uncle was already 
climbing the stairs. She hoped, fervent- 
ly, that they would at least provide a lit- 
tle protection. 

She wondered how long it would be 
before her uncle arrived, and decided to 
stay on her bed as he had instructed. 
Those silly little knickers seemed to wrap 
themselves ever more tightly around her 
bottom, providing nothing more than an 
indiscreet dark triangle at the front and 
only a band of material at the back. She 
slipped her fingers under the elastic 
around her waist and eased the skimpy 
pants away from her flesh; but the wret- 
ched fabric just seemed to mould itself 
to her very round form, offering ample 
expanses of perfectly bared female 
bottom, 

She looked towards the mirror again 
and felt even more embarrassed by her 
reflection. How could she let her uncle 
see her looking like this? She closed her 
eyes. Did she really deserve to be treated 
like a child? She waited in silence, her 
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knees digging deep into the mattress. Her 
“a -_ : , attention wandered again and as she 
ress ae opened her eyes she suddenly saw her 

5 oe oh ila ee i notebook. The notebook! ‘Oh Lord!’ she 

peas an al a a fF} whispered. ‘I nearly forgot it.’ It was yet 
another of her -uncle’s dreadful ideas. 
“Write it down,” he had told her. ‘Before 
your punishment I expect you to write 
down exactly why you are being punish- 
ed; and afterwards you will write down 
an exact record of the punishment you 
received.’ The account of her last misde- 
meanours had taken almost three pages; 
and her uncle had checked it, quite 
carefully. It was a horrible reminder of 
an awful incident. 

She stared down at the next blank page 
wondering what she should write. She 
began to scribble quickly. ‘I left the 
lawnmower out in the rain,’ she 
whispered each word, writing as careful- 
ly as she could in her haste and as neatly 
as the circumstances permitted. She 
realised immediately that such a simple 
entry would not satisfy him. 

‘And I have been...’ she remembered 
some of his frequently repeated phrases. 
‘...very unreliable and disobedient.’ 
How she hated the words; but to confess 
to anything less in her little notebook 
would guarantee her a further punish- 
ment. Of that fact she was quite certain. 

She had hardly finished entering the ° 
words when Uncle John’s heavy 
footsteps could be heard on the creaky 
floorboards outside her room. She plac- 
ed the notebook on the bed behind her 
as she knelt up facing away from the 
door. The door opened. Nervously, she 
tried to kneel even further upright, keep- 
ing her back straight and her body as still 
as she could so that he could scrutinize 
her bottom. He stood, observing her, 
quietly flexing a cane between his hands. 

‘Your notebook, Emma.’ He waited, 
holding the cane behind his back. The 
girl twisted round on the bed and held 
the book out at arms length. ‘A very ab- 
breviated report, young lady?’ He toss- 
ed it aside. ‘However, there will be plen- 
ty for you to write about after I have 
finished dealing with you.’ He told her 
to pick the book up and to read aloud the 
details of her previous punishment. ‘That 
smacking obviously had little effect,’ he 
suggested. ‘Which is why I am now 
about to cane you.’ Emma almost lost her 
balance as she heard his words. For a 
moment she thought her knees and thighs 
would give way beneath her in fright. 
‘Have you ever been caned, Emma?’ She 
shook her head, unable to find the words 
to say. She’d never even seen a cane, not 
a real one. She caught sight of the ben- 
dy stick in her uncle’s hand. ‘Oh 
please...please don't use 
that...that...thing...please uncle. Give 
me a...a smacking please...but please 
don’t...cane me...’ It was the man’s turn 
to shake his head. ‘No Emma. Smack- 
ing obviously doesn’t work with you. 
This time I intend to teach you a lesson 
you really won’t forget quite so easily.° 


He told her to kneel upright with her 
hands on her head. ‘And it is your bare 
bottom I am going to deal with.’ He 
made her tug down the skimpy knickers, 
right down almost to her knees. Her bot- 
tom was smooth, No marks as yet and 
no unsightly blemishes. 

‘Bend forward, young lady and push 
your bottom out.’ He waited while she 
wobbled around on the bed. She was still 
wriggling, thinking she was going to lose 
her balance, as he raised the cane and 
brought it down across the very centre 
of her bottom-cheeks. Emma squealed, 
as much in surprise as pain. ‘Alright. If 
you find that so difficult, you can just get 
yourself ready for a very long session, 
young lady.’ She wriggled around again. 
*Put your hands on your head.” This time 
she heard the whistle of the cane as it 
sliced through the air before it wrapped 
itself around her bottom. She threw her 
arms down behind her in a reflex action, 
twisting herself around to avoid the stick. 
Her uncle sounded very angry. He told 
her to get her hands away, to hold them 
behind her waist; and then he caned her 
a third time. 

‘This won't do, young lady.’ He stood 
back as she continued to wriggle and 
wobble across the bed. He tapped the 
stick lightly on her shoulder. ‘Lie down.’ 
She obeyed, lowering herself down on- 
to the bed until she was resting on her 
elbows, her breasts brushing the 
bedclothes. ‘Now arch your back.’ Em- 
ma knew what that instruction meant, but 
again she obeyed, her bottom now total- 
ly exposed and tightly-curved, her 
bottom-cheeks slightly parted so that he 
could see her very private girlish secrets. 
‘That's better, young lady.’ He lined up 
the cane once again. 

This time, the girl jumped forward as 
the cane landed firmly across her tightly- 
rounded bottom-cheeks. She yelled, quite 
unable to move or to shield herself from 
her punishment. Once more the cane was 
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raised and returned with an emphatic 
crack. ‘Just how many times do I need 
to cane you, young lady, before you 
learn your lesson?” For a moment he let 
the stick rest against the bed. ‘I’m sorry, 
uncle.” Emma sobbed quietly. *I won't 
do it again, honestly I won’t do it 
again...” 

The man released his grasp on the cane 
and it dropped to the floor. ‘Alright. We 
shall see.’ He told her to kneel upright 
again, as he viewed the cane-marks. 
‘Before you come downstairs, make sure 
you write about your punishment, Em- 
ma’. She nodded, and promised that she 
would, talking quietly between her little 
sobs. He left her, closing the bedroom 
door behind him, and retraced his steps 
down to the ground floor. Out in the 
garden, one of the tutors was studying 
the heather beds. ‘Mr Johnson. I thought 
you’d gone down?’ The tutor looked 
round and smiled. “Oh no, Bursar. I'll 
be around for some time yet, I’m afraid. 
Some research work to finish off.’ He 
stooped down to pick a leaf from one of 


the plants. ‘Was that the distant crack of 


cane against feminine flesh?’ he asked 
quietly, without turning to look at the 
Bursar. The older man was a little sur- 
prised by the question but managed to 
mask his unease. ‘As it happens, yes. My 
young niece is rather disobedient. But it 
is hardly...” The tutor stood up and turn- 
ed, smiling. ‘I have no wish to pry, John, 
No wish at all.’ He was silent for a se- 
cond or two. ‘But five strokes seems an 
odd number?’ The Bursar caught his 
gaze, and felt persuaded to return the 
smile. ‘I’m in no hurry. It’s taught her 
a lesson. What's a few strokes between 
friends?’ They began to walk together 
across the long lawn. ‘Besides. I’m quite 
certain young Emma will be in trouble 
again before the week is out; and the 
Long Vacation really is long, isn’t it?’ 
The young tutor nodded. ‘Long and 
sometimes eventful,’ he replied. 


oe a 


he bright sunlight slanting in the win- 

dow produced shimmering 

highlights in the blonde hair of the 
girl sitting on the bed with a slight frown 
on her forehead and the full pink lips purs- 
ed in the expression of one who has a 
problem. Sandra Jenkins did have a pro- 
blem. It tended to come round at the end 
of the month. Not every month, she did 
her very best to stop it coming round and 
at times succeeded. But sometimes... 


This time... 


Where did the money go? 


The frown deepened. Sandra bit her lip. 
She glanced at her purse. She could have 
another look but it wouldn't do any good 
She knew what was in her cheque book, 
or rather what wasn't in it. And in her 
wallet was one five pound note. And the 
rent... 


Mr Runcorn. She would have to go down 
and see him. Sandra took a deep breath, 
to calm the rising agitation. Down there 
in his little room. He hardly ever seemed 
to go out. Always there and always ready 
to see one of his tenants if she had rent 
problems. Girls did have financial pro 
blems from time to time and Mr Runcorn 
was very understanding. If you wanted to 
call it that. 


Sandra Jenkins, the pretty blonde in the 
top bedsit, got to her feet. There was no 
point putting it off; if she had to do it she 
had to. Bare feet stepping in the pool of 
sunlight as she crossed over to the chest 
of drawers. The top drawer. Lingerie. If 
you were going to Mr Runcorn with rent 
problems there were certain niceties to 
be observed. Sandra made a face. 
Number One nicety was stockings. 
Nylons. And of course a suspender belt. 
She controlled a shiver. It was nothing to 
be really scared of. Once you'd had to 
see Mr Runcorn a couple of times and you 
knew what was coming it wasn't anything 
to be really scared of. All right, it wasn't 
nice. But... 


Sandra drew the stockings on. Flipped up 
her skirt and fastened the white 
suspender belt, She had a full skirt on, 
otherwise she'd have to change. Mr Run- 
corn needed a full skirt. 


And anyway the interview in his room 
wasn't the worst part. It might make you 
sweat a bit but it certainly wasn't the 
worst part; that would be back up here 


n her room, and she didn't have to worry 
about that yet. 


Fastening the stockings to the suspender 
straps. Then her black high-heeled courts. 
That was it. She glanced in the mirror. Yes 
that was it, All she had to do...was to be 
nice and meek and submissive. While Mr 
Runcorn... 


Jown the two gloomy flights of stairs, no 
sun on this side of Mr Runcorn’s house, 
and along the short passage at the bot- 
om. Mr Runcorn's sitting room was to 
he side of the front door and its door 
was always partially open. So that he 
could see who was going in and out. His 
enants — all girls of course — and their 
visitors. Their boyfriends. Mr Runcorn 
didn't object to boyfriends coming in, as 
some landlords might, but he wanted to 
know. Knowledge Is power 
can be used. So his door was a 
And if it wasn't open you could assume 
Mr Runcorn had a visitor. A girl.,.very like 
ly having cash-flow problems 


The dc 


Was open. 


Sandra in her high heels and stockings and 
full flowered skirt had hoped it wouldn't 


be. In spite of knowing that you had no 


rent 
was Op 
run, but 


She knocked. Not a very brave knock. He 
was there. In his chair. As usual. Looking 


up from his newspaper, he had cle 
been alerted by her h 


h heels on the bare 
eda 


tried to. Enter ng. 


And then go round and stand next to him. 


v the routine. Every girl in Mr 


\uncorn's ho blems 


e who had had pr 


with the rent — needing t y payment 


all Knew 


side of his 


or actually coulc 


the routine, Stand close by 


J,..uh...1m hav 


Financial problems?’ Mr Runcorn knew 
the answer, 


of assent. g down the panic. 
asn't anything. Mr Runcorn's hand up 
your skirt wasn't anything. And that was 
all he wanted. At this stage. 


== —_ 


The hand was there. On the back of her 
nyloned knee. Coming in as light as a 
feather but at the same time with the feel- 
ing that it couldn't be shaken off. Not that 
you could try and shake it off. You had 
to stand still and submissive. As the hand 
slid up. 


‘Tell me exactly. It was due yesterday, | 
believe.’ 


Up to her stocking top. The warm thigh 
in the taut, sheer nylon and then the 
warm thigh in only the live silky skin. 
Fingers exploring the stocking rim. Then 
round to the side to examine the in< 
tricacies of the suspender clasp — though 
they were intricacies that Mr Runcorn was 
minutely acquainted with. 


Trying to stammer out that she thought 
she might be able to give him it ina week 
or two. Well, most of it. As the hand en 
joyed to the full the soft, warm upper 
thighs spanned by the satin suspender 
straps. Mr Runcorn questioning, querying, 
wanting details, in his 
the whole bus 


nN due 


put. The hand reaching 
i\dra's bottom, trim and 


firm in ef, whisper-thin nylon 
knickers ing th 
fascinating Des. It's ything really, 
he tr to tell herself. Just a little while } 


and then Mr Runcorn w 
. She was trembling, though, and 
her mouth was dry. 


Turn ro und, Mr R uncorn said. ‘Let me 


time. For the first 


want to see ner, r 


maybe he did but that wasn t the only or 


the main reason he wanted her to turn 
round. Mr Runcorn kept his hand in more 
or less the same position as Sandra turn- 
ed to face him. So that his hand now was 
at the front. 


‘What happens to your money, Sandra? 
What do you do with it?’ 


His soft, low voice, not at all hard or ag 
gressive. The voice of a reasonable man 
prepared to be helpful. As the knuckle of 
Mr Runcorn’s first finger rubbed gently up 
and down...up and down...on the adult 
young female body's most sensitive, most 
excitable spot. 


In the little roo 
house. No shaft 
has moved round. Sandra turns the t 
on. Sits down. Stands up again. Sits again 
on the bed. $ ‘ ‘ 
owed one to 
pass the time, but she ca t 
< says 7.10. Mr Runcorn said 
out eight?’ Sandra had nodded. In his 
standing trembling-kneed at his sid 


r she had nc 
nything that 


vay from that fact 


ible. She has had 


not impossible. In a way, like going 
he dentist, the waiting and thinking abo 
t are worse. Once it starts, the dentist's | 


drill or Mr Rur 


teeth amd think: It 


. Seconds and 
id Oh Goce 


rn wanted a gir 


v passing 
She had better...Mr Runc 


ready when he 


Ne up. And in any 
if you weren't ready it would mean chang 
ing in front of him. That was bound to 
ts up. It is in the closet 

at single garment that Mr Runcorn 
wants her in. The 


nightie. Quite long with 
that silly nonse the front. He gave 
t to her, what, the time before last? No 
the time before that. ar this, Sandra 
lust this. OK? Nott else. Nothing 


e 


underneath. Knickers 


he clock,..Oh Christ! Action 


Everything, The high heels an /lons 


suspender belt that Mr Runcorn so 


s and all the rest as well. He doesn't 


want nylons and suspender belt now, he 


wants bare flesh. Under the nightie. So 
he can... 


‘A girl has to pay a little price, Sandra 
dear. Nothing's for free in this world, 
that's the lesson we all have to learn. Yes?’ 


The price. What happened downstairs in 
his room didn't count as a price. Feeling 
you up, rubbing you up, those active, 
knowing, experienced fingers. No, that 
wasn't the price. The price would be 
now. Here. The nightie with its silly design 
yanked up. Right up. So that... 


Try not to panic. Its nothing really. 


Pulling on the nightie. Over her naked 
body. In a way you can feel more naked 
with it on, The feeling of all the airyness 
underneath. The time...? Oh. It is eight. 
But he's not here yet...she won't hear 
him come. Outside the landing is carpeted 
and anyway Mr Runcorn is adept at mov- 
ing silently about; when he’s not sitting 
downstairs, waiting, watching, listening. 
No, for a big man he can move as lightly 
as a cat. The door will suddenly...burst 
open. 


There is a lock on the door but you can't 
use it. Not approved of. Not at all ap- 
proved of. ‘No need to lock your door, 
Sandra. We don't lock doors here. You 
girls are quite safe with me around.’ Jesus 
Christ. 


Sandra sits on the bed. Hunched up. 
Shivering. He might as well come if he’s 
coming. Although...what if something has 
happened? An urgent call. Or even...a 
heart attack? Well he’s that age. The ex- 
citement of what he was doing earlier and 
the anticipation of what was to come. 
Too much for him. Mr Runcorn slumped 
n his chair 


The door opens abruptly. Sandra yelps 
a hand to her mouth. For the moment 
she was half convinced that Mr Runcorn 
was...No. He is very much alive. Face 
eager. Eyes shining. Closing the door 
behind him. And then... 


Sandra standing up, blood thudding in her 
ears. A whimpering little squeak as Mr 
Runcorn takes hold of her 


‘Haven't kept you waiting | hope. Mustn't 
keep pretty girls waiting, eh Sandra?’ 


Pulling her to him and his hand reaching 
behind. ‘Mustn't keep this waiting. 
Mmmm?’ 


Her bottom. Bare under the nightie which 
anyway Mr Runcorn is now grabbing up. 
Fingers greedy at the soft flesh. Sandra 
gives a panicky little cry, but she mustn't 
panic. He's only going to smack her bum. 
Only. Well, he'll hit it just as hard as he 


can. His hard hand slamming in onto her 
poor bottom with all the power he can 
muster. But that is all. All? Well, you can 
take it. In spite of the screams and yelps. 
The twisting and writhing. Perhaps even 
rolling off his lap onto the floor, where 


Mr Runcorn will single mindedly pursue 
Sandra's bottom, his hand not letting up. 


But that is all. And after...it will be 
finished. 


But after it is not finsihed. Not this time. 


Mr Runcorn has finished spanking but he 
is not finished. 


‘It's your sixth time, Sandra. That's a lot. 
| have a rule. At six. The price goes up. 
That's fair isn't it? At six you girls get the 
spanking and then...’ 


Mr Runcorn is pushing her down on the 
bed. 
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PRIVATE TREATMENT 


down for fear of being caught out of posi- 
tion. The punishment would be more 
severe than ever if she were to move 
more than a fraction. The rules were 
strict. And the punishments stricter. 
When her mother had signed the form, 
and called for her to sign below, being 
old enough now to take adult respon- 
sibilities, little had Sara realised what the 
‘Private Remedial Course’ would in- 
volve. So far, the academic improvement 
she had shown was as nothing to her im- 
proved general demeanour. The sour- 
mouthed, whingeing teenager had now 
been replaced by a grudgingly obedient 


certain that someone was checking 
through the crack in the door that she had 
not moved from her instructed position. 
Her supposition was confirmed as her 
tutor swung open the door at the end of 
the hall and walked swiftly towards her. 

“When was the last time you had to be 
beaten, Sara?’ he asked. 

The question was rhetorical. He knew 
damn well it had been the day before 
yesterday, as he had administered it 
himself. Sara played his game. 

‘Day before yesterday, sir.’ 

‘Ah yes, so it was. Go and close the 
door.” 

Sara walked away down the hall, her 
tutor’s eyes following the tempting un- 
dulations of her cotton-covered bottom. 
She nudged the door shut with a flick of 
her hips — she knew better than to drop 
her hands from her head — and return- 
ed to stand facing him. 

“You may lower your hands.’ 

‘Thank you, sir.’ She meant it, and 
rubbed her arms furiously. 

‘Face the other way, hands up,’ he 
snapped after a few moments. 

‘Remind me, Sara, were you ever 
beaten before you came to me?’ 

‘No, sir.’ 

‘Something for which we must make 
amends then eh?’ 

“Yes, sir.” 

‘Adopt the position.’ 

Sara shuffled her feet apart, brought 


he air in the hallway was still, the 
house silent, as Sara sighed yet 


again. Facing the bannisters, 
hands on her head, clad only in T-shirt 
and white cotton knickers, Sara was no 
stranger to the ritual. It would not be the 
first time she had been spanked in that 
house. And it certainly would not be the 
last. 

She jumped slightly as a creak at the 
far end of the hall suggested another 
presence. Her chastiser, perhaps, back 
from the stables to which he had disap- 
peared almost an hour before. 

Her arms had been aching for some 
time now, but she dare not take them 


young lady, fast learning the wisdom of 
compliance. 

Sara’s offence that day had been slight 
— she had challenged her tutor on a point 
of house discipline, complaining about 
lights out at 10 pm. The reaction had not 
been an encouraging one. 

Spankings were designed to allow the 
girls (for there were three of them) a 
swift recovery and no long-term mark- 
ing. The proof of the roasting they 
received faded rapidly, the smarting 
palm or paddle evidenced just for a few 
hours depending on the person ad- 
ministering the punishment. 

There was another creak. She tensed, 


her hands behind her head and leaned her 
elbows gently against the white-painted 
panelling. Her bottom was simultaneous- 
ly pushed invitingly out and her tutor 
grunted approval as he hitched her T- 
shirt above her waist. 

She felt his left hand steady her and 
waited for the first impact of his palm. 
It wasn’t long coming, and was follow- 
ed by a rapid tattoo of smacks delivered 
alternately to each quivering cheek, It 
wouldn’t be long now, she thought, un- 
til she felt his fingers in the elastic of her 
knickers as they pulled inexorably down, 
baring her buttocks for an even sounder 
chastisement. 

Her timing was almost perfect, as the 
white cotton slid down her legs: ‘Pick 
them up, and give them to me.” She 
obeyed, and returned to her position. 
There was a click and a creak as the door 
at the far end of the hall opened to reveal 
the establishment’s other tutor, a stony- 
faced woman in her fifties whose 
speciality was languages — and domestic 
discipline. Her version of domestic 
discipline favoured the thick leather pad- 
dle, which stung so much more than the 
palm of the hand. 

Sara hoped that she wouldn’t take it in- 
to her mind to interfere with the current 
spanking, which was now well advanc- 
ed, her tutor’s palm rising and falling 
with a sharp crack at the end of each 
downward movement as flesh impacted 
flesh. His fingers seemed to reach under 
her cheeks, curling round onto the inside 
of her thighs, the smarting more uncom- 
fortable than usual. She shuffled her feet 
slightly. 

‘That girl should be getting the pad- 
dle, Neil,’ the other observed. ‘I had to 


spank her last night for disobedience. It’s 
in the book.’ 

‘Sod it,” hissed Sara quietly. 

But not quietly enough: ‘What was 
that, miss?’ 

‘Nothing, Mrs Dudgeon. I didn’t say 
anything.’ 

“Yes you did, girl. An expletive if ’'r 
not mistaken.’ 

‘Upstairs, Mrs Dudgeon?’ 

‘Upstairs, Neil. And spank her up 
those stairs in double quick time.’ 

‘Right you are, Mrs Dudgeon. You 
heard, young lady: upstairs!’ 

Sara turned and was caught a resoun- 
ding smack on her right thigh. The yelp 
she emitted as she scuttled towards the 
foot of the stairs encouraged another 
stinging impact, this time on her right 
buttock. In the urgency of her escape, 
Sara stumbled on the stairs, affording 
Neil a double spank to each buttock 
before she could recover, complaining, 
and scamper to the top of the first flight. 

Mrs Dudgeon smiled to herself as she 
popped back to their private sitting room 
to collect the paddle. This girl would 
benefit from another sound application 
of its leather smoothness. 

‘Lie over the stool,’ instructed Neil, 
and Sara hurried to obey, hoping that the 
remaining punishment would be ad- 
ministered by him and not by the ever- 
vigorous Mrs Dudgeon. Her hopes were 
dashed as the lady in question almost ex- 
ploded into the room, brandishing the 
leather paddle and mumbling recrimina- 
tions at the girl. 

Roughly, she hauled the T-shirt up the 
youngster’s back and laid the paddle 
vigorously across her unprotected left 
buttock, which quivered in protest until 
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it’s contortions were joined by its 
neighbour’s. The cheeks quivered in turn 
under the onslaught, Sara pedalling her 
legs in an effort to relieve the intense 
discomfort. It was always worse when 
she chose to paddle the girls fast, as there 
was not a moment to recover from each 
blow before the next arrived, building the 
pain to an excruciating crescendo during 
which none of her charges had the will 
to stay silent. 

Mrs Dudgeon laid into her student with 
a will, the noise of the implement’s im- 
pacts causing Neil to walk over and close 
the window lest the gardener hear what 
was going on. He need have no fear: the 
gardener had long since discovered the 
purpose of the ‘Upstairs Room.’ 

Indeed, he now knew just where to 
stand to best appreciate what was going 
on in there, and could distinguish bet- 
ween punishments administered with 
knickers on or bare bottom, with hand, 
plimsoll, or paddle. He took a perverse 
delight in attempting to identify which of 
the three students had been on the receiv- 
ing end on a particular occasion, and 
never failed to commiserate with them 
over their misfortune. And to think that 
someone was paying for this to happen 
to their daughter! 

He had already discovered — by a sim- 
ple process of elimination, as both other 
girls were in the library studying — that 
the victim on this occasion was Sara, 
with the tumbling dark hair and tanned 
body. He suspected she sunbathed nude 
on the roof, but proof had so far eluded 
him. When it was provided, he would be 
sorely tempted to take her disciplinary 
needs into his own hands rather than 
refer the matter to the ubiquitous Mrs 
Dudgeon. 

At last, silence reigned, and he heard 
Mrs Dudgeon clump back down the 
stairs. He also fancied he could hear Sara 
whimpering despite the window being 
closed, but it could have been that bloody 
dog in the kitchens. 

The sound of the record that came drif- 
ting across the meadow from the lodge 
was somehow ironic: ‘Three Steps to 
Heaven’. If all the girls who arrived here 
knew what lay at the top of Mrs 
Dudgeon’s steps, you wouldn’t see them 
for dust... 


ART FOR ARTS SAKE 


T Je peers at school had always told 

rt Charlotte how brilliant she was 
A Kat ‘art’ — and the quality of her 
life drawings had inevitably extracted 
praise from her teachers, even when she 
was younger. 

Now she’d taken the plunge and, in- 
stead of opting for university, she had 
decided to attend a particularly good art 
college on the south coast near Brighton. 
Despite the tough competition for entry, 


Charlotte — or Charlie as she was known 
to most of her friends — sailed through 
and was immediately put under the wing 
of the most talented teacher at the col- 
lege, John Mitchley. 

A man with numerous exhibitions to 
his credit, John drove his students hard, 
and Jiked to stretch their talents to the 
limit in his search for excellence. Occa- 


sionally, he had a small number of 
students to his lovely home on the hills 
above and outside Brighton, where they 
would paint, draw, and simply talk about 
their interest in art. For Charlotte, it was 
an idyllic existence. 

At nineteen, she was what you could 
call ‘a looker’, and could well have been 
a model — though her height was against 
her for fashion and beauty work. A 
shaggy mane of dark hair tumbled round 


her shoulders, swept back off her face 
which was normally devoid of make-up, 
save a hint of mascara. Her body, of 
which she was rightly proud but unac- 
countably shy, was one which had ex- 
cited more than a smidgeon of interest 
from the boys in the college, and from 
the more mature men she met at exhibi- 
tions and trips to old houses where the 
students viewed collections. 

Charlie’s one weakness, artistically, 
was that she found it near impossible to 
portray suffering. While the background 
of her drawings and paintings was near 
perfect, when she was required to por- 
tray a figure in torment, wracked with 
guilt, or pain, or simply the weight of the 
world on the shoulders, the facial 
features were invariably wrong. It was 
a bone of continual contention between 
her and her teacher. 

One afternoon, John Mitchley’s 
frustration boiled over: ‘Look, Charlie, 
you're not going to achieve anything if 
you cannot express those emotions...do 
you understand about what that face 
should be showing? It’s humiliation, 
humility, pain, angst, suffering, mental 
turmoil: do you understand what I mean? 
There’s no feeling in that face, no 
emotion!’ 

“Well, I don’t want him looking like 
a torture victim, John...I just don’t 
understand the emotions involved in what 
he’s feeling...it’s so bloody frustrating,’ 
complained Charlie. 

‘Frustrating!’ hissed John, ‘You're 
telling me it’s frustrating: you haven't 
got a feel for this at all...I thought you 
were talented, but this block beats 
me...maybe you need to experience a bit 
of humiliation and pain yourself...’ 

‘Well, I feel pretty humiliated right 
now, actually,’ Charlie said resentfully. 

‘That’s not humiliation, [’m talking 
about lowering your dignity, something 
which you don’t seeem able to grasp. 
You're just feeling resentment now.’ He 
paused. *You know this building used to 
be the workhouse?’ 

“Yes, I know,’ replied Charlie. 

“Well, if you were in here when it was 
in operation, you learned humility — 
meekness, if you like, or you experienc- 
ed humiliation, and pain.’ 

‘This isn’t a workhouse now, though, 
John, but I see what you mean. What sort 
of humiliation...?” she asked. 

“Well, at your age, you'd have a good 
chance of being stripped and whipped, 
probably in front of a lot of other peo- 
ple. Fortunately, they don’t behave like 
that anymore, and there aren't 
workhouses.’ 

“Whipped? Naked?’ John nodded. 
‘Good God,” she said. 

‘Maybe you need to experience a taste 
of what the girls in this building went 
through so you can get your act together 
and feel those emotions and you can ex- 
press them on paper and canvas,’ John 
suggested lightly, with a smile. 

“Why, do you think it would help?’ 
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Charlie asked, in all seriousness. John 
was slightly taken aback. His suggestion 
certainly hadn’t been serious, it had 
merely been a device to make her try and 
see the emotions she was incapable of ex- 
pressing. There might be an opportuni- 
ty for a bit of fun if Charlie would go 
along. 

‘Certainly I think it would help, 
Charlie. I don’t mean literally a whipp- 
ing...but...’ She interrupted, 

‘But that would be the whole point, 
John, wouldn't it?...to actually ex- 
perience that pain, and that humiliation 
like those girls did. Then I'd know what 
it was like, and my work could show it. 
Do you think it would help?’ she asked 
earnestly, her eyes shining with a sort of 
artistic zeal, 

, Well, if you’re determined to try it, 
Charlie, I’m sure it will help. But you’ve 
got to submerge yourself, your personali- 
ty, and almost play a role...and of 
course, we'll keep it to ourselves.’ 

‘Of course, John,’ she agreed. “When 
can we start?’ 

“Well, I suggest you come up to my 
house on the morning bus on Saturday. 
I'll pick you up on the hill, OK?’ Was 
he hearing right? Had this attractive and 
talented youngster just agreed to take her 
clothes off and be whipped...he must be 
dreaming. 

‘Fine. About nine then, Thanks, John. 
I really appreciate it.’ 


* * 


The bus was a few minutes late, and 
John sat in his Volkswagen Golf conver- 
tible sunning himself at the side of the 
road with the roof down. He had gone 
to considerable trouble to discreetly ob- 
tain a selection of implements which he 
hoped to try on Charlie’s willing flesh, 
including an alarming-looking four-feet- 
long leather whip with a_ handle 
decorated with silver. He had his doubts 
about using this, and had wisely gathered 
a riding crop and malacca cane in case 
the whip proved a bit too much. 

Finally, the green single-decker swung 
up the hill, and Charlie hopped off car- 
rying a large shoulder bag: “Hi, John. 
Sorry the bus was a bit late. Been waiting 
long?’ she chirruped. 

‘Fine, fine, no problem, Charlotte.’ 
She glanced at him, noticing the use of 
her proper first name. He went on ‘I 
think it would be best to get into the 
mood of the day right from the start, 
don’t you, so I'll call you by your full 
name, and you can call me...’ 

‘Sir?’ she suggested. 

‘Sir will do fine.’ 

John’s house was isolated down a 
longish drive and screened from the road 
by hedges nearly eight feet high: the pro- 
perty had been left to him by his uncle, 
and was really far too big for his pur- 
poses. They swung into the gates, and 
round the back of the house into a cour- 
tyard surrounded by stables, the fourth 


side of the square being formed by the 
rear of the house itself. At the centre of 
the courtyard was a water trough and, 
beside it, a tall post for tying up the 
horses while they drank. 

Charlie got out of the car, feeling 
slightly nervous now, and looked at 
John. Contrary to the style of most of her 
contemporaries, Charlie tended to dress 
quite smartly, and today sported a pair 
of cream slacks which clung to her nether 
regions as if glued there. Under them, 
so that no lines showed, she wore only 
what she called a ‘thong’, purchased in 
Fenwicks store in London earlier in the 
summer, Others might describe it as a G- 
string. The light cotton top was pulled 
out of the slacks and tied across her 
midriff, exposing a wide band of cream 
coloured flesh. Her hair was tied back 
with a single ribbon. 

“What's in the bag, Charlotte?’ John 
asked. 

‘Well, er...1 thought I'd better get 
some sort of costume, sir, so I borrow- 
ed this’ she pulled out a cream top and 
brown skirt which had a period look to 
them, ‘from the theatre...oh, and this, 
sir,’ she said, removing a coiled-up whip 
from the bottom of the bag, it’s thick 
finger of leather polished till it gleamed. 

John walked over to the entrance of the 
courtyard, and pushed shut the tall gates 
so that the square was now sealed from 
any prying eyes. He stood by the pole: 
‘Come here, Charlotte,’ he said. 

‘And bring me the whip.’ 

The girl left her bag on the cobbles 
and, picking up the bullwhip, walked to 
the post and held it out. 

Taking it, John announced: ‘Charlotte 
Moor. You have been sent here to learn 
what humiliation means; what humility 
means; what pain means; what obedience 
means. Take that shirt off.’ 

Charlie didn’t hesitate, caught up in the 
drama of the occasion, her eyes gleam- 
ing again. Her fingers went immediate- 
ly to undo the knot below her breasts, 
and she swiftly unbuttoned the garment 
before letting it fall down her arms and 
onto the ground. She looked straight 
ahead. John’s eyes fell to the two 
magnificent white breasts which were 
now revealed, as the girl stood stripped 
to the waist. The two nipples were a deep 
red which crowned the proud pro- 
tuberances, lying heavily on her chest. 

‘And the trousers, Charlotte...’ he 
went on. 

Immediately, Charlie undid the snap 
at the waist, lowered the zip and wriggl- 
ed delicately out of the slacks, slipping 
off her shoes as she did so, finally stan- 
ding again, still looking straight ahead. 

‘Am I to be punished, sir?’ she asked. 

‘Indeed, girl, in time,” confirmed 
John. Charlie licked her lips. John drank 
in the sight of this pretty teenager stan- 
ding proudly before him clad in what ap- 
peared to be a G-string. He walked round 
her, seeing that the white cotton triangle 
at the front, which barely covered her 


pubic bush, dwindled to a single string 
which ran tantalisingly up from her 
crotch to her waist by way of the deep 
crease between her buttocks. And what 
buttocks! Almost oval in shape, they sat 
full and heavy, jutting in their firmness, 
twin half-moons of satin-soft flesh. A 
wasp flew round Charlie’s head and 
opted sensibly for a landing on her bare 
right buttock, stimulating a reflex slap 
from the girl which rapidly left an im- 
print of her fingers and caused the cheek 
to wobble alarmingly. 

‘Stand up to the post,” came the com- 
mand, and Charlie moved the four or five 
steps and looked up. Now she 
understood. Without being told, she grip- 
ped the two bars that went into the top 
of the post. 

‘Am [ to be whipped, sir?’ she asked, 
a hint of fear creeping into her voice as 
she recognised her vulnerable position. 

John didn’t answer, just walked away 
to leave her there, almost on tiptoe but 
not quite, her arms strained high above 
her head, her bare breasts pushed either 
side of the pole and her bottom tensed 
with the effort of holding her position. 

As the day warmed up, so the sweat 
started to trickle down Charlie’s back. 
She began to have second thoughts about 
this charade, and nagging doubts about 
John’s motives. Another drop arrived at 
the division between her cheeks, forced 
its way through and arrived at her crotch, 
gathering in the moist hair and pale flesh 
which eventually released another drop 
down her left thigh as she changed posi- 
tion, the sweat now standing out on the 
backs of her upper thighs as well as her 
chest, pushed hard against the rough 
wood, 

It was another two hours before John 
returned carrying, she was surprised to 
see, a shorter version of the whip she had 
troubled to bring. So this was it... 

John said nothing, merely hung the 
silver handle of the whip on a convenient 
nail driven into the post while he walk- 
ed round the girl. ‘Nineteen’ he thought 
to himself, ‘and what a magnificent 
body.’ He looked up to a first floor win- 
dow in the house, and walking behind 
Charlie grabbed her by the hips and 
pushed her roughly further round the 
post so that her back was to the house. 
He picked the whip up and Charlie, 
unable to contain herself, blurted: 

‘Look, are you going to use that on me 
or not? This waiting is killing me. I'd 
rather be whipped and get it over with. 
Sorry, sir,’ she added. John still said 
nothing, merely hung the whip on the 
nail again and walked off to the house. 
Charlie moaned and sighed: ‘Oh shit!” 

John trotted up the stairs to the room 
where he had rigged the video camera he 
had hired for the weekend, checked the 
focus and exposure on the ample bare 
rump in the courtyard, and switched the 
video recorder to ‘record’. 

Three minutes later, any passing 
walker on the public footpath beyond the 


paddock would have heard the unusual 
sound of a near-naked 19 year old girl 
being soundly whipped, the noise of 
leather impacting with bare flesh preced- 
ed by a short, low whistling sound and 
succeeded by a high-pitched female yelp 
of pain. John laid the whip carefully 
across the girl’s shoulders and upper 
back, not beating her at all hard. In fact, 
the noise of the whip’s impending and ac- 
tual arrival was a lot worse than the 
damage it inflicted. 

Charlie, realising this, and suppress- 
ing her surprise that her backside was not! 
the target, made the most of her protests 
so that John didn’t feel inclined to make 
better use of the implement. As it was, 
the whip smarted cruelly, and brought 
vivid red welts to life across her back. 
After ten strokes, John hung up his whip 
and told her: 

‘Get dressed in those other clothes, 
Charlotte, and you may have some 
lunch. You will eat in the kitchen.’ 

‘Lunch’ consisted of a lump of 

wholemeal bread, a bowl of ‘gruel’ 
which tasted distinctly like vegetable cup- 
a-soup, and a glass of water. The rough 
fabric of the costume irritated Charlie's 
back. 
Up in the old playroom, John had suc- 
cessfully disguised the video camera 
behind a curtain, and placed the long 
wooden table where it was best lit from 
the large windows, the sun still stream- 
ing in and making the dust dance. 

He went to the top of the stairs: 
‘Charlotte!’ he shouted. There was a 
pause, then an anxious ‘Yes, sir?’ 

‘Report to the schoolroom to be 
disciplined.’ 

‘Yes, Sir,” came the immediate 
response. ‘Not again,’ she thought: ‘I’m 
going to be red raw by the end of the day. 
He’s making me feel like an object, not 
a person.’ Charlotte was getting the 
point. 

John waited by the door to the 
playroom, now dubbed the schoolroom, 
and looked Charlie in the eye as she pass- 
ed by. She submissively dropped her 
gaze to the floor: 

‘Charlotte Moor, Sir. I was told to 
report here for punishment.’ 

‘Very well. Wait outside until we're 
ready. You will strip,’ John ordered. 

‘Yes, sir.’ Charlie had caught the ‘we’: 
surely someone else wasn’t going to 
witness her further humiliation? She 
shrugged off the top and dropped the 
skirt to the floor. She was still barefoot. 
After twenty minutes standing in just her 
thong on the landing, a slight chill caught 
her, and she shivered: what was she do- 
ing here? Her thoughts were broken: 

‘Charlotte Moor’ came the shout, and 
she pushed the door open to find John 
standing by the table idly swishing a cane 
through the air. She had, for unaccoun- 
table reasons, expected another whipp- 
ing. The prospect of the cane was one 
which brought a sense of relief rather 
than of fear. 
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“You were told to strip, girl. You have 
disobeyed, and you will receive extra 
strokes for your obedience,’ John 
intoned. 

Charlie pursed her lips and resigned- 
ly tugged the silly little piece of cloth off, 
revealing the dark triangle of hair which 
failed to disguise its secrets as she walk- 
ed towards him. 

‘Bend across the table’ and Charlie 
bent, holding the sides as she stretched 
herself out, her legs parting slightly as 
she did so. 

For the next two minutes, the room 
was filled with the rhythmic swish, 
smack, yelp of a teenager having her 
bare bottom caned: hard enough to hurt, 
but not to wound, the twelve smarting 
strokes delivering their required 
tramlines of pain. Charlie remained bent 
over, afraid to stand, unsure of whether 
there might be more to come. 

Her muscles tenses and relaxed, and 
tensed again as she fought to overcome 
the stinging: ‘Mind over matter’ she kept 
telling herself. She shuffled her feet a 
few inches further apart, the fullness of 
her buttocks decorated with the cane, the 
marks on her back fading already. 

John tossed the implement onto the 
table, and motioned for her to stand. 
‘Return to the whipping post,’ he 
ordered, and watched as she left the 
room, her buttocks undulating gently as 
she moved, quivering slightly at each 
step. He rushed to move the video 
camera back to the window, and set it up 
in time to catch Charlie exiting from the 
side door, head bowed, naked, walking 
back to the post where she again grip- 
ped the bars and tossed the shaggy mane 
back from her face. 

He zoomed in as close as the camera 
allowed, and trotted swiftly down the 
stairs and into the courtyard as the sun 
lowered itself gently behind the roof, 
casting a deep shadow across the square. 
‘Your disobedience has earned you ad- 
ditional chastisement,’ he announed 
solemnly. He sensed resistance from 
Charlie, but finally she agreed: ‘Yes, 
sir, 

Almost reluctantly, John raised the 
whip and brought it down twice across 
her still bare rump, an unseen hand 
preventing him from striking her severe- 
ly. Charlie sagged at the post, the sweat 
dried now, the air cool on her abused 
body. 

She left a couple of hours later, cat- 
ching the eight o’clock bus back to town 
while John sat down in front of his TV 
with his two closest college colleagues, 
both sworn to secrecy. 

‘I've only one complaint,’ said one 
when the video was over, ‘and it’s that 
you need another camera to give you 
other angles and close-ups!’ 

‘What a home movie, John!’ 

‘And I suppose you'll operate the other 
camera next time, eh?’ laughed John. 

‘Next time? God, you really are 
depraved, John!’ 
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n her first day there, in the new 

Unit, in the afternoon, a man 

took hold of Donna’s bottom. 
She was alone in the filing room, at a 
cabinet, bending slightly to take out a 
file, when suddenly behind her was a 
male hand taking hold of her bottom. A 
firm, unequivocal grip of one rounded 
cheek, fingers inside, at the cleft, 
pushing her thin skirt into the declivity. 
She gasped, shooting upright, 
automatically jerking away from the clut- 
ching hand. Turning... 

An older, clearly senior, man. Tall and 
grey haired in a dark suit. Her mouth 
opening... 

‘Shh..” he said. ‘Don’t speak.’ 

Donna’s mouth closed. She was away 
from his hand at least now, her bottom 
against the cabinet. 

He smiled. ‘Good. Miss Milner I 
believe. You’ve just started with us.’ 

She managed to nod, her face bright 
red. She could still feel the fingers deep 
in between the cheeks of her bottom. 

‘Pleased to meet you, young lady. I’m 
Arthur Fellowes, Head of Unit. As 
you’ve been told you’ll under test in the 
first few weeks. Self control and reliabili- 
ty, that sort of thing. It’s a very top 
priority here. What I did just then, that 
was a test. To see your reaction. You 
reacted of course, that’s natural at the 
very outset. But you’ll learn, I’m sure. 
Let’s try again now, shall we? No time 
like the present. Turn round, Miss 
Milner.’ 

Donna looked at Mr Fellowes and then 
at the door. He had closed it after him 
and they were alone. He wanted her to 
turn round and he was going to...Her 
mouth opened again, possibly to pro- 
test...but no words came out. Instead she 
turned... 

Donna was in blouse and skirt: a plain 
white blouse, a full, dark blue, knee- 
length skirt. High heels. Nylons. She 
grabbed hold of the metal cabinet as Mr 
Fellowes’ hand... 

His hand was going up:her skirt. One 
hand was holding her skirt, lifting it out, 
and the other hand was at the back of her 
knee and sliding up underneath. She gave 
a little squeak. Her hands tightened on 
the cabinet as it seemed her legs might 
give way. Mr Fellowes’ hand was sliding 
smoothly up the back of her thigh. Up 
to the stocking top and beyond onto bare 
flesh. And onto her bottom in the tight, 
brief knickers. Her breath was coming 
out in panicky little gasps. 

‘Good,..now part your legs.’ 

Donna’s legs didn’t part. She had no 
control over them. 

The voice that belonged to the hand re- 
mained low but became harder. ‘Part 
them, Miss Milner.’ This time her feet 
stumbled apart. About 12 inches. It was 
enough for Mr Fellowes’ hand to slide 
in between. It did. It gently took hold of 
her pussy through the tight crotch of her 
knickers. ‘Remain still, Miss Milner.’ 

His fingers began rubbing, stroking 


her. Donna hung onto the cabinet. She 
couldn’t remain still, not when a man 
was doing that to you. She tried to keep 
still but her hips were moving. Jerking. 
It was impossible that Mr Fellowes 
whom Donna hadn’t even met before was 
doing this to her... 


She had known you had to be special- 
ly tested if you were transferred to this 
unit. Special Operations and Counter In- 
telligence Unit it was called. SOCI. All 
extremely hush-hush with top category 
security. At the interview they had only 
spoken in very vague terms of the work 
and in any case as she was only a clerical 
assistant she would only need to know 
parts of it. But the man at the interview 
had confirmed that she would have to 
undergo special testing. He hadn’t said 
anything in detail about the tests but they 
would come under the same security 
category as the work itself. Donna had 
assumed the tests would be written, 
maybe another interview, that sort of 
thing. Nothing else... 

Donna didn’t know how she managed 
to walk back out into the general office. 
After Mr Fellowes had finished with her. 
As it turned out he had locked the door 
when he came into the filing room. So 


he wouldn’t be interrupted. And the 
others there working in the office knew 
what Mr Fellowes had done? Monica, 
another clerical assistant, who was Don- 
na’s age, the two men, Mr Jenkin and 
Mr Protheroe, who were older. Did they 
all know that Mr Fellowes had stood her 
up against the filing cabinet and brought 
her off with his hand? It was too impossi- 
ble...but he had done it. She had come, 
biting her lip to prevent herself squeal- 
ing out. Walking back to her desk on 
wobbly legs with her file in her hands 
Donna knew her face was bright scarlet. 
Mr Jenkin looked up and smiled. Mr 
Fellowes was saying something to Mr 
Protheroe. She opened the file which was 
labelled TOP SECRET. It was about the 
Greenham Common camp. Donna bent 
her head low, wanting to somehow 
disappear. 

Mr Jenkin called out ‘Donna’ and she 
had to look up. Look at Mr Jenkin’s face. 
Did he know? Was he picturing...? 

Mr Jenkin in fact later in the afternoon 
mentioned security to her. Donna felt her 
face go red again but he was talking 
about a written test she had to take. He 
made no reference to what had happen- 
ed in the filing room with Mr Fellowes 
and he wasn’t smirking. So perhaps he 
didn’t know? Monica...was she going to 
refer to it? Monica would certainly 
know. Monica must have had the same 
herself. Monica must have been stood up 
against the cabinet. Told to part her 
legs...presumably. Monica could have 
made some little reference when they had 
their tea break later, but she didn’t. But 
she must know... 

At a quarter to five Mr Fellowes phon- 
ed and said he wanted to see her. Donna 
could feel herself go bright red again, 
and when she got up it was onto those 
same tottery legs that had seemed in- 
capable of carrying her earlier. Along the 
corridor to Mr Fellowes’ office. 

He looked up and smiled as she 
entered. She closed the door. His finger 
beckoned her to come round to his side. 
His finger, that hand, which earlier... 

How was she getting on? Settling in all 
right? She stuttered a reply. There was 
no reference to that impossible busines 
two hours earlier. But then...He said the 
first thing she must remember, at all 
times, was the security aspect of the 
work. And that went for the security 
screening as well as the work itself. She 
was aware of that? 

Donna stammered. ‘Yes Mr 
Fellowes.’ 

‘Good. There’ll be some written tests, 
Mr Jenkin will be seeing to that, but I 
myself will carry out some more 
behavioural screening.’ 

Mr Fellowes’ hand went up Donna’s 
skirt. The front this time. She couldn’t 
stop a little squealing gasp. The hand 
came up to her stocking top. 

‘Part your legs a little, Miss Milner.’ 

Donna’s own hand came out to his 
desk. For support. He was going to... 
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‘Tomorrow morning, Miss Milner...” 
His hand had slid up there. He 
“holding her. As he spoke. The words 

arent over her, not taken in, because 
it was that hand again. Afterwards he had 


to repeat it. Tomorrow morning she 
to go round to his flat first 


In the sitting room. At least they 
weren't in the bedroom. Mr Fellowes 
was talking but Donna was so scared and 
agitated her head didn’t want to concen- 


a. Mr Fellowes had taken her coat in 


rt liom. Nothing like beta. 
ig it right in there between 
getting york on her. M 


‘Are you listening, Miss Milner?’ 
Y...yes, Mr Fellowes...’ Concen- 
trate. What...? 

He was holding something out. Pink. 
‘I want you to put this on, young lady. 
Get hee things off and put this on. m8 
then.. 

It was a nightdress. A little pink biabiy- 
doll nightdress: a top and. brief bikini 
pants. Donna was to put it on and then 
Mr Fellowes said he was going out. That 
was difficult to believe. Because this 
nightie...and Mr Fellowes’ py- 
jamas...But someone else was coming, 
he said. Very shortly. Donna had to haye 
the nightie on ready for when he came. 
And when he arrived she had to do ex- 
actly as he said. Obey his instructions 
exactly. 

‘Do you understand all that, Miss 
Milner?’ 

Donna’s head was buzzing. Not hav- 
ing slept more. than half an hour didn’t 
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help at all. This person. He. A man... 


“Come on then. Get your things off.’ 
Mr Fellowes wasn’t going out of the 


room. Not yet, although he had said he 


‘was going out. He was staying right there 
while Donna got undressed. Just do it and 
try not to think. Her blouse and skirt. 
Shoes. Unfastening her stockings. And 
then. :.trying to get the rest off and the 
nightie on in no time flat. without of 
course appearing to be in a dead panic 
and dead scared. 
‘That will do for the moment.’ 


Mr Fellowes taking hold of Donna’s — 


arms as she was about to slip the pink 
bikini pants on. She-had the top on. For 
the moment nothing else. 

‘I think we ‘tl pee .see your reactions 


~ again.. 


’ Mr Fellowes sitting down in the chair 


. and pulling Donna down. Over his lap. 
He had said he was going out but he 
wasn’t going out. He was here. . .and he 


was doing what he had done twice yester- 
day. The same thing only Donna was 
now in this different position, over his 
lap, and now of course without the slight 
protection of her knickers. Mr Fellowes 
was.. : 

He brought her off. As he had done 
yesterday. Yesterday he had said nothing 
afterwards, not referring to it. If it was 
a test, a behavioural test, how was she 
supposed to react? Was she supposed to 
resist it? Not react, not come? But she 
couldn't help herself; not when he kept 
on...but Mr Fellowes hadn’t said 
anything and he didn’t now, When he'd 
brought her there, to a climax, he push- 
ed her off his lap and got up. Donna was 
shivering, trembling, breathless. Mr. 
Fellowes was now going out. 

‘Right, young lady. He should be here 


any moment now, Remember what I bas 


said. Do exactly..." 
She flopped down in the chair, her 


body and mind drained. Minutes later she 
heard the door bell. Weakly she realis- 
ed...Getting up Donna grabbed the bikini 
pants and dragged them up. This was 
some kind of nightmare... 

The door opened. Donna’s mouth 
opened. She swallowed. A much 


When he did at last stop it was only 
to do something a lot worse. That cane. 
Making her bend over the arm of the 
chair, her head in the seat. Donna, red- 
bottomed, tried to plead with him, in 
spite of Mr Fellowes’ instructions, but 
the only’ answer was a breath-stopping 
cut of the cane across the back of her leg. 
A sharply knifing pain, to be followed 
by the same across her hot bottom. That 
cane... 

She was weeping. Her bottom was on 
fire. White hot it seemed. The pain was 
just killing. That awful, dreadful per- 
son...he was gone now and here was Mr 
Fellowes. Through the hot tears Donna 
saw he had his dressing gown on still. 
So he hadn’t gone out. Perhaps. ..perhaps 
Mr Fellowes had watched it all, from a 
secret viewing point. Watched her reac- 
tion to that dreadful behavioural test. 

. Mr Fellowes was leading her...into the 
bedroom. Pulling back the cover of the 
bed. Donna no longer had on the bikini 
pants. She couldn’t remember...that 
other persom, or Mr Fellowes, had slip- 
ped them off? Mr Fellowes was helping 
her into the bed. He was undoing the belt 
of his dressing gown. Mr Fellowes... 

‘Now another test, Miss Milner.’ 


‘A GOOD 
BOTTOM-WARMING 
vidoe FS 


‘A good bottom-warming, Miss 
Hughes — that’s: what you need, my 
girl!’ He chuckled at his double-barrelled 
joke. 

Miss Hughes shook her head mutely, 
her lips framing the ward ‘N-no' 
without the sound actually coming out. 
Her dark hair swung across her cheek 
as she continued to shake her head 
slowly, bewildered, and shocked that 
somehow she had already been bullied 
into holding up her-short gym-skirt and 
that his hands were at the waistband of 
her knickers, pulling down, with the sud- 
den cool airyness around her — well 
around everywhere — that would; 
naturally, accompany the taking down of 
a girl's underwear. His hand patted her 
now-bare bottom, then smacked lightly. 

“Yes, that’s what you need, my dear. 
Nice warming-up by the fire, then a nice 
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bottom-toasting across my knee, eh? 
Would you like that, Miss Hughes?’ 

Still she shook her head, hesitantly, 
uncertainly, and she made the ‘No’ pop 
out at last. ‘No, thank you —’ she said, 
though ‘Thank you’ had more of the in- 
flection that ‘please’ might have had. 

‘Nonsense. Good smacking'll do you 
| the world of good.’ He turned on his 
heel and strode out of the room, clos- 
ing the door firmly behind him, 

Miss Hughes, left alone to consider 
her plight, shuffled away from the hissing 
gas fire and reached behind her thighs 
and rubbed at the hot sting down the 
backs of her legs. Her lip trembled as 
she stooped, and a tear rolled slowly 
down a cheek, What an idiotic mess she 
was in! 

‘An indiscretion,’ the headmaster had 
called it. ‘Not the sort of thing we can 
afford to have getting out. Miss 
Hughes.’ No — well, she had to agree 
about that! Why else would she be stan- 
ding here, heating her bottom just so 
that it would sting more when it got 
spanked, if not to protect herself from 
the shame of her ‘indiscretion’ being 
made public? Certainly she couldn't 
afford for it to ‘get out’, and the head- 
master, did, of course, have a point 
himself. No, neither of them needed 
her secret to leak out, that was for 
sure. 
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Miss Hughes, nearly-nineteen year old 
student games mistress, jumped as the 
room's heavy door opened suddenly. 
‘Ivor the Engine,’ pipe-smoking Welsh 
maths teacher, wandered into the 
room; Miss Hughes dropped her skirt 
down to cover her nakedness, but the 
neat arrangement of her white cotton 
knickers half-way down her thighs gave 
her away. ‘Ivor’ grinned, pretended to 
be looking for a book, then said in his 
soft Celtic voice: 'S'posed to be warm- 
ing your bum, aren't you, Miss Hughes?’ 

She bit her lip. ‘Ivor’ raised his 
eyebrows, Miss Hughes nodded, shaken 
that he could possibly know, and shock- 
ed, too, that he should have come into 
this little room at all; it had simply not 
occurred to her that anyone would 
come in, yet here was ‘lvor' not only 
here, but knowing, apparently, exactly 
what she was doing here! 

‘Better do it then, my girl’ said Ivor. 
She gulped, hesitated, then she inched 
her skirt up, up, until it was almost as 
high as the top of her knickers would 
have been, had they not been down 
around her thighs. 

‘Can't be getting much heat from 
there,’ said ‘Ivor’, chiding musically. 
‘Oughtn't you to get your bum a bit 
closer, mmm?’ 
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Almost panting, the tear still on her 
cheek, Miss Hughes couldn't argue; she 
shuffled backwards, feeling the heat of 
the fire growing on the backs of her 
legs and up under her bottom. 

‘Bit more, | should have thought’ said 
‘vor’, grinning, and Miss Hughes had to 
back up another three inches, until the 
sting made her stoop down and rub at 
her thighs. ‘And no rubbing, Miss. I'm 
sure Mr Walters wouldn't want that.’ 

So, no rubbing; just pressing together 
| of thighs, blushing of cheeks, holding up 
— ‘higher,’ said ‘Ivor’ — of her skirt, 
and more quietly-shed self-pitying tears. 

‘That's better,’ said ‘Ivor’; and he sat 
down in a chair, thumbing through his 
book. ‘Think I'd better stay and 
referee,’ he said, half to himself. ‘Until 
Mr Walters comes to give you your 
| spanking. Eh?’ And even then, he 
wouldn't go. Miss Hughes knew that 
now, and slowly it dawned upon her 
that there would probably be a lot 
more of the staff there, ‘looking for 
books’, by the time Mr Walters 
returned. 
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FEED BACK 


| Bes Mr Editor, 
Congratulations on Supple- 


ment 17; a truly remarkable step for- 
ward in the varied aspects of C.P. 


The idea of warming a girls bottom 
before she is caned is not new, but 
to see it in glorious colour is, to put 
it mildly, extremely rare! 


When I punish I usually like the girl 
to adopt the position as shown at the 
back of the recent Blushes 30 and 
also the Supplement, i.e. on the bed 
with large pillows under her tummy 
and hips. 


I seldom use the cane, my wife is not 
in favour; however she will allow the 
use of the slipper. Her. argument be- 
ing that a slipper applied to the bare 
bottom is sufficient punishment for 
anyone, and of course she is right. 


Preparation for the slipper or any 
punishment is very important; we 
have an unwritten agreement in our 
household that all punishments will 
be submitted to gracefully; this 
avoids any nasty scenes, which 
would result in further humiliation 
for them. 


When a slippering has been merited, 
the offending girl goes and prepares 
for bed, she fills herself a hot water 
bottle (moderately hot!) and gets 
herself in the proper position on her 
bed for a sound spanking. She then 
places the hot water bottle on her py- 
jama clad bottom; for the next few 
minutes she will warm her bottom 
with the bottle, moving it from one 
position to another so that her bot- 
tom is completely warmed by the 
time I enter her bedroom. 


Whether the punishment is to be 
mild or severe the same rule applies, 
about not covering her bottom with 
her hands. The girl must offer her 
bottom properly throughout the 
punishment. 


A mild punishment is from 3 to 6 
spanks on her pyjama clad bottom, 
a medium punishment is 6 to 12 
spanks on the bare bottom with an 
additional warm of her bottom, with 
the hot water bottle applied by 
myself to her bare bottom. 


A severe punishment is very rare and 
I have only had occasion to ad- 
minister one twice, to my eldest 
daughter shortly before she married 


at the age of twenty-two. 


She prepared herself in the usual 
way. I gave her her hot water bot- 
tle, which was hotter than usual; on 
entering her room I could see im- 
mediately that there was a lot of 
squirming going on, the bottle was 
certainly warming her bottom up. I 
then told her to lower her pyjamas 
and place the hot bottle back on her 
bare bottom. For five minutes I 
made her punish her own bottom 
with the hot water bottle. Her bott 
was red hot by this time, I then ad- 
ministered 20 spanks of the slipper! 


Severe, I admit, my wife thought I 
had gone too far, but it had a salatory 
effect! 


Hope you may use this letter. 
F. Jones 


ear Editor, 

I noticed with great interest let- 
ters referring to medical examina- 
tions. I thought your readers would 
like a view from a woman as to what 
it’s really like. 


I have a yearly full medical which 
is generally conducted by my GP 
who is about thirty five and male. To 
be honest I quite fancy him. Half of 
me dreads the examination whilst the 
other half secretly enjoys the embar- 
rassment involved. I always feel 
very randy afterwards and live out 
fantasies in my mind. To get the 
most out of the session, I normally 
arrange for the appointment to be in 
the evening after work. At lunchtime 
I have a few glasses of wine and 
spend all afternoon thinking about it. 
The last medical I had was about six 
weeks ago. I arrived at the surgery 
early and was wearing a tight fitting 
‘flying suit’. I had to wait about ten 
minutes before being called. The 
doctor was his normal friendly self 
and went through my records and 
asked me the normal questions in- 
cluding how many sexual partners in 
the last year to which I admitted to 
three. 


After this he told me to take off my 
outer clothes. He does not have a 
separate examination room or even 
a curtain so I stood up and in front 
of him took off my suit. It unzipped 
down the front and I stepped out of 
it. I had put on particularly a skim- 
py bra and pants set and felt both ex- 


cited and embarrassed. He asked me 
to lie on his couch and then he listen- 
ed to my heart beat and took my 
blood pressure. I kept asking ques- 
tions all the time whilst he was do- 
ing all the routine bits — looking into 
eyes, ears etc. He then asked if I 
regularly examined my breasts — to 
which I told him I did. He then ask- 
ed me to remove my bra and pants. 
I got off the couch and with embar- 
rassment taking over undid my bra 
and put it with my other clothes 
before putting my fingers into my 
pants and pushing’ them down my 
legs before stepping out of them. I 
was now totally nude. He asked me 
to sit on the edge of the couch and 
put my hands behind my head. He 
took each of my boobs in turn and 
had a really comprehensive feel 
looking for any lumps etc. At the 
previous examination he asked me to 
take off my bra and pants one at a 
time — so at no stage was I totally 
naked. I wondered why he had ask- 
ed me to take off my knickers before 
he checked my breasts. Anyway my 
breasts were evidently OK and he 
asked me to kneel on the couch and 
lean forward. This was really awful 
and he put on a plastic glove and ex- 
amined my bottom including putting 
a finger up it which hurt. 


He then asked me to turn over and 
lie on the couch and enquired 
whether I was still on the pill. 


The last bit of the examination is 
always the worst — the internal. He 
told me to bring my knees up and 
part my legs. 


No male will ever understand the 
embarrassment involved with an in- 
ternal — and even though you know 
a doctor must see twenty naked 
women a day — it is still a very 
strange feeling showing a perfect 
stranger your all. 


My pubic hair was nicely trimmed 
and I wondered what he thought. He 
really had a good feel around before 
he took the smear. 


I was then told to dress, and after 
thanking him left. The whole thing 
took less than 15 minutes and, I 
repeat, was obviously routine for 
him although great for me to look 
back on. 

Alison R 


ear Sir, 

The young owner of this 
superbly proportioned bottom, snap- 
ped at a point-to-point meeting in 
Hertfordshire, was hiding the glow- 
ing evidence of recent misde- 


ae 


A 


ad 


meanours beneath her tautly stretch- 
ed jeans! 


A mere hour before this photo was 
taken, this stable girl, buttocks 
broadened by repeated impact with 
numerous saddles, had received a 
number of more severe impacts to 
that same region at the hand of the 
stable’s owner. 

To be precise, she had been obliged 
to lower not only her gloriously fit- 
ted jeans, but her insubstantial 
knickers, and bend over a pile of 
straw bales to permit her employer 
to administer a_ well-deserved 
thrashing to her bare — and amply 
padded — rump. 


Just out of her teens, the experience 
was as painful as it was humiliating, 
tears being evidenced. Her offence 
was connected with negligence in 
her duties. One can only assume the 
offence was a serious one to warrant 
such severe retribution. The inside 
word from gossiping colleagues at 
the stables was that she received a 


total of eight full-blooded strokes 
with a well-worn thick leather strap. 


One can imagine the dramatic effect 
such a beating would have on but- 
tocks so full and soft, even when 
bending over. An eyewitness in- 
discreetly confided that her chastis- 
ed bottom ‘looked like a beetroot, 
with the strap marks right across her 
bum.’ 


He also revealed that she had been 
threatened originally with the cane 
across her knickers, but was so 
afraid of what she’d heard about that 
particular implement from other 
girls that she begged to be strapped 
instead. However, the ‘concession’ 
of the strap carried with it the penalty 
of application to her bare flesh. She 
will never know if she made the right 
decision! 


One can only commend the 
gentleman for taking such a firm 
stand against sloppy workmanship 
and applying discipline firmly and 
squarely to that most receptive of 
areas: the female bottom! 

A.Y., Sussex 


ear Blushes, 
Here I am again, inspired by 
your Blushes 32, to write yet again. 


Though my friends and I hate to 
criticise anything you print we think 
it probably helps you to know exact- 
ly what’s wanted if we do. 


You are so far ahead of all other 
mags in this specialist field that we 
hesitate to moan about anything. 


However lets this time go through 
your latest a bit at a time. At first 
glance Blushes 32 seemed another of 
those way out classics you produce 
from time to time which not only 
give the superglue effect but almost 
induce a heart attack. Not quite 
though in 32 at a closer look. It’s 
good mind, but doesn’t make the top 
3 issues. 


Let’s open it up. Ah! Join-the-Dots. 
Great! Except that with no space bet- 
ween her hands and the top of the 
picture, its hard to draw in the 
necessary. Further on her bra’s in 
the way. 


Nice girl, nice arse, why no full 
frontal view, and we would have 
preferred a cane used. 


That girl inside the cover is a stun- 
ner. We’re not tit men (but we like 
them naked for punishments. Hers 
are the best pair ever published and 
hanging down are testical teasers. 
You've produced her again on pages 
52-53. But you could have done bet- 
ter; more pages, different angles and 
enlarged shots like the small one bot- 
tom left. (Hers shouldn't be). This 
girl oozes sex appeal. Her expres- 
sion and body scream out for a flog- 
ging, just like that Linda’s used to, 
and her pouting expressions of 
humiliation or agony are spot on. 
Lets have more please. 


She’s featured in early mags. Your 
first Join the Dots for instance, and 
she takes a high spot in our scrap 
book, a high honour to get in there 
only the very best qualify. The girl 
on page 56 has though! She's 
another cracker, especially in just 
suspender belt and stockings as you 
showed her before. We are not com- 
plaining though, because those nude 
photos full front and back in the bath 
were sexier than the following one 
of her getting the strap. Now belive 
me (us) there's a body for Join the 
Dots! Both together — even better! 
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Have them both on hands and knees 
with legs open facing each other, 
nude tits hanging, heads about a foot 
apart, arms open forward, hands just 
past the other’s. Place a thick (non 
crooked handle) walking stick or 
bamboo cane to lie across their 
outstretched ankles on top. Boy, 
could we add the rest to that pose. 
Then photograph them from all 
angles — Nearly an accident think- 
ing about it! 


They would be posed similarly to the 
girl nude on page 49; a good shot; 
and would be identical to her from 
the back, next page, but with the 
stick added. In some shots add a 
male with a cane. No space for more 
comment. 


We love all their bums. 
B. Young and Friends 


ear Sir, 

I must compliment you on your 
recent magazines; they are superbly 
erotic, and Uniform Girls No. 18 
must be one of the best issues ever, 


devoted as it was to that great turn ‘ 


on, the uniformed nurse. 


In ‘St. Probyns Penitentiary’ you got 


the balance just right for I, like many . 


of your readers, like to see the girl 
fully dressed prior to the revealing 
of her arse and spanking. Teresa is 
a very attractive girl both in and out 
of uniform. 


The best item though, was the se- 
quence of shots ‘Women in 
Uniform: Nurses’, could you start a 
series so that in each issue a different 
uniform is featured? 


There were also some superb bunt 
shots in Blushes 32 particularly those 
of Emma James in ‘A Matter of 
Cultivation’. The cover photo of the 
girl in th® bum-hugging black leather 
skirt was also very enticing. I can’t 
wait for Uniform Girls 19! ‘ 


Yours, ‘ 
Andrew T 


ear Blushes, 

Firstly I would like to make it 
clear that your publications are the 
best around, and those of us who 
have an interest in C.P. all know it. 


I have however felt the last few 
issues, have been very similar in 
content, we need a little more spice 
put back into the stories. I do unders- 
tand, that is easier said than done! 


‘Join the Dots’ is a good feature and 
must be very popular as it is in near- 
ly every issue. 


I would like to see a regular “Warm 
Up’ feature say, in the Supplement 
every month, it could be called 
“Warm Up Corner’. 


The ‘warm up’ would be in the form 
of a girl having her bottom warmed 
as a preparation for the main 
chastisement. 


The ‘Warm Up Corner’ would 
feature girls sitting on a radiator, or 
a heater, or the use of a hot water 
bottle, or even a hair dryer. Not 
forgetting preparation in front of a 
roaring fire or gas fire etc. 


I’m sure this sort of regular feature 
would greatly increase your 
circulation. 


As an example, I give you a photo- 
feature that could be used in the 
“Warm Up Corner.’ 


1. New girl on a special P.T. 
course, training for some 
branch of the services (1940s). 


2. She has committed a serious 
offence. 


3. A choice, charged or the cane. 
4. She chooses the cane. 


5. Officer tells her, the cane is 
always given on the bare. 


6. She reluctantly agrees. 


7. Officer says, he always gives a 
warm up before the cane, she is 
given a choice, 5 minutes bare 
bottom spanking or two minutes® 
on top of the radiator. (They are 

_ the old fashioned radiators, 
which really make the bottom 
spread when they are sat on!!) 


8. She is standing with her back to 
the radiator, she puts her hand 
behind her to feel how hot the 
radiator is, she considers it 
would be bearable to sit on it for 
two minutes. 


9. She agrees to ‘Warm Up’ on the 
radiator. 


10. Girl sits on radiator, hands on 
head. 


11. The cunning Officer adjusts the 
radiator valve, which soon 
makes the radiator much hotter. 


12. The Officer has stop watch in 


his hand. She can only stand 
one and a half minutes before 
she jumps off the radiator. 


13. Warming given! 10 seconds to 
be added every time she leaves 
position. 


14. Girl ends up spending nearly 4 
minutes on the beastly hot 
radiator. She is very red and hot 
bottomed and nicely warmed up 
for the cane. 


Another feature could be with a hot 
water bottle. 


1. Susan, 18 years old, staying 
Aunt and Uncle. 


2. Susan, tired, goes to bed early 
with hot chocolate and a hot 
water bottle. 


3. Aunty comes to kiss her good- 
night only to. find Susan play- 
ing with her pussy, and her hot 
water bottle on her tummy. 


4. Aunty very cross, Uncle 
George is summoned. 


5. Aunty and Uncle are very 


religious people. 


6. Susan has been sinful and must 
be punished. 


yee very hot hot-water bottle is 
prepared and brought to Susan’s 
bedroom. 


8. Susan bares her bottom and lies 
on top of the bed. 


9, A prayer of forgiveness is said, 
then the bottle is placed on 
Susan’s bare bottom. 


10. She has to repeat some religious 
homily whilst the bottle is on 
her bottom, three attempts are 
made before she says the whole 
of it without wriggling so much 
that the bottle falls off her 
bottom. 


Her bottom now red hot, the 
bottle is placed under bare tum- 
my, so as to make her offer her 
bottom for the cane. 


I think you will agree these are spicy 
stories which could be used. 


We have already had stories about 
girls in front of open fires and sit- 
ting on heaters so lets make it a 
regular feature, not just once in a 
blue moon! 


Yours as ever, 
S. Thomson 


